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The Exact Size and Shape of the Head by the New “ Conforma' 








ALC DUNKERLEY & FRANKS’ UMBRELLAS 


ducers, Dunkerley @ Franks are enabled 


Are made on FOX’S Celebrated FRAMES. 


Being pro. 
enabled to offer them at 
low prices. 7, Swan Street, New Cress, Manchester, 








USE 
LORD 
LURGAN'S 
Master 


Mc.Grath 
Soap 


for Dogs 


(REGISTERED). 





Destroys all Vermin, 
cures the Mange, 
removes Scurf, puri- 
fies the Skin, pro- 
motes Health, gives 
a gloss to the Hair, 
and prevents all un- 
pleasant smell. 





Sold in Tablets, 
4d. and 6d. each, 
by all Chemists. 





SOLE PROPRIETOR : 
HENRY 
WALTON, 


MANUFACTUBING 
CHEMIST, 


311, CHESTER RD. 
MANCHESTER. 


Y, 


Crown 8vo., Cloth, Price 4s. 6d. 


BY HENRY GRAHAM. 


Now Ready. 


CIVIL SERVICE PUBLISHING COMPAN 


8, Salisbury Court, Fleet Street, E.C., and at all Booksellers. 


TEH NEW COINAGE. 


LonpDoN : 


TO BUYERS OF GENUINE WINES. 


a ee cccrcccccccccccces 21s., 24s., 380s. 
TOMMY 24s,, 80s., 86s. 
OLARETS cdot apoesondecpes ole 12s., 168., 246. 


The Wines are the produce of farms situated in the most favoured localities, and are of high character in style 


and value; and their prices, from low to high, will advantageously ‘compete with all others. 


R. WEAVER & CO., 


4, NORFOLE STREDBT, MANCHPESTHR- 
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O BAZAARS.—Large Selection of SUITABLE ARTICLES; 
liberal discount allowed.—OWEN’S Bazaar, 80, Deansgate, 

0 CLUBS.,—CHESS MEN, DRAUGHTS, DOMINOES, 
PLAYING CARDS, PUFF and DART BOARDS; liberal discount allowed.— 


OWEN’S, 80, Deansgate. y 
(5° BANG, the popular game. 1s., 1s. 6d.,° 28. 6d., 58.3 
Table Croquet, 5s., 7s. i 10s. 64.; Fish Ponds, amusing round game, 58.» 
7s.6d.; Squails, 5s., 6s. 64., 0s. 64.—OWEN 8S, 80, Deansgate. 
WISS MUSICAL. BOXES for 4s.; most popular airs; 


large selection to choose from.—OWEN’S Bazaar, 80, Deansgate. 














MUSIC! 
MUSIC!! 
MUSIC!! 


TOMLINSON 


AND 


JONES, 
CHEAP MUSIC 


DEPOT, 
5; 
CORPORATION 
STREET, 


Market Street End, 





THE 
ANNUAL 


EXHIBITION 


or 


WATER-COLOUR 


DRAWINGS 


IS NOW OPEN 


At Messrs. 


T. AGNEW 
AND SONS, 
EXCHANGE STREET 
GALLERIES, 


Daily from 10 to 4, 
Saturdays 10 to 2. 


Admission, 
Including Catalogue, 


ONE SHILLING. 


OYSTERS 
12 
For a Shilling, 


At the Depét of 
LA SOCIEDAD 
ANDALUZA, 


DUCIE BUILDINGS 
BANK ST., 
ENTRANCE : 


13, HALF MOON ST, 


OYSTERS 


A SHILLING 
A DOZEN. 

















THOMAS ARMSTRONG AND BROTHER, 


OPTICIANS TO THE ROYAL EYE HOSPITAL, 


88 & 90, DHANSGATEH, MANCHESTER. 


eS a oe 


Artificial Eyes carefully Fitted. 








i Spectacles carefully Adapted to all Defects of Vision. 
err 


HIRETTA BALSAM!" 











most violent CotGu, cures Bronoatris in its worst form, ls. 1 


14d. per Bottle. Patentee, 


THUEN thes Bowker and Methuen), 082, DEANSGATE. Gol: a most Chemists. 
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—VENETIANS! Rest Qusllt 


Blinds 


All 


les of Manohe=t: 


CASE, & WIRE PRINDS 
ree mi 


18 square feet. 


h up to 
Charge within t 


—VENBTIAN, 


6d 


all Blinds Fixed Free of 


f St. John Stree 
new. 44. 


equal to 


Corner 


inted, Tape ad, &c 
s, no sewing required ; 


Repa 
Tape 


Blinds 


Old 


W BLIND WORKS, DHANSGATE 


NTRAL WIND 
bot, warrante 


CEN 
per { 


JOHN TAYLOR & C8.'S 
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WEST OF ENGLAND SOAP COMPANY, 


A7, 


OLDHAM ROAD, MANCHESTER. 





‘WILLIAM | BROWN, AGENT. 








MANUFACTURER OF ALL KINDS OF 


SIZING SOAPS AND FANCY SOAP. 


EST ABLISHED 1862. 














WIiDLIAM BROWN, 


47, OLDHAM ROAD, 


SOLE MAKER AND PATENTEE 0: 


MANCHESTER; 


BROWN’S PATENT BOILER COMPOUND, STANNA TE OF SODA, 


FOR PREVENTING THE INCRUSTATION IN STEAM BOILERS, 
No Connection with any other firm.—AGEN’ 


8 WANTED. 





PRINTERS, 


MANUFACTURERS, 


CO-QPERATIY# PRINTING SOCIRE 


Works—New Mount Street, Manchester ; and 40, Highbridge, N 


STATIONERS, BOOKBINDERS, MACHINE RULERS, ACCOUNT-BOOK 
LITHOGRAPHERS, ENGRAVERS, &c. 





ITED, 


eet. 
eweastle. 


The above firm have special facilities for the execution of all orders in Bookwork, Pamphlets, Catalogues, and all kinds of Commercial Printing 


JOHN HARDMAN, Manacer. 





THE “EXCELSIOR” PATENT SPRING MATTRESS 


Gained the Certificate of Merit (the Highest Award? 


At the Exhibition of Sanitary Appliances, held at Owens College, August 6th to 18th, 1877; 
The Prize Medal at the Leamington Sanitary Exhibition, October 3rd to 18th, 1877. 


RBTAIL FF 


| WHOLESALE FRO 





1M CABINET-MAKERS AND UPHOLSTERERS. 


CHORLTON and DUGDALE, MANCHESTER. 





COMMERCIAL INSTRUCTION ROOMS, 


60, PRINCESS STREET. 


TIVRANSLATION, ‘Tuition,  Sehools, | 
Private Classes, of and in EUROPEAN AND | 
ASIATIC LANGUAGES (Chinese ), by 
. 


Monsr. K. ROU 


NERVOUS DEBILITY. 
I pk. JOHNSON'’'S “ SOLODYNB"’ has 


been extensively used for the last 80 years for 
the permanent cure of all forms of NERVOUS 
DEBILITY ineluding palpitation of the heart, short- 
ness of breath, dimness of sight, My yy! of hands 
aud limbs, noises in head and ears, love of solitude, 
mi lapchelys weakness, nervousness, unfitness for study, 
society or business, loss of energy and want of a —s 
which, if neglected, end in consumption, insanity, and 
early death. The remarkable success of this remea 
has brought the proprietor hundreds of unsolicite 
testimonials, and prove beyond the possibility of doubt 
that this medicine is a certain remedy for these terrible 


disorders which indicate the speedy break-up of the 
constitution, but which can be easily prevented by a 
fow doses of * SOLODYNE.” Sold in bottles at 4s. 6d., 
Ils., and % a Dae. be ttle is generally safficient to cure 

worst es, and all who value their happiness and 
eof mind should lose ne time in possessing them- 
es th is remedy. Bach bottle bears the proprietor's 
mie | the Government stamp.—Sent anywhere on 
eipt at Bo nt Er ee, at the General Post- 
ott » HENRY JOHNSON, 22, Wivenhoe Road, Peck- 
ham Rye, London, 8.B. 

In bottles at Qs. Od., 4s. 6d., 1ls., and 88s. 


WHISKERS, MOUSTSCHIOCUS, 


Created in a miraculously short time by using 
the Celebrated 


Mexican Hair Producer. 


Fall Particulars sent for Seven Stamps. 
Address: 

| BENRY JOMNSON, 22, Wivenhoe Road, 

Peckham Rye, Louden, S.E. 


— 





LUXURIANT ‘HEAD OF HAIR| J 


GOOD HEALTH FOR ALL!!! 


AMES’S LIFE PILLS. 


This great ae 7 Medicine ranks amongst the 
ding a of life. 
na Pls Paty th . Blood, ‘and act most 


ber of 
wi 
” IVER Bros STOMACH. & KIDNEYS, 


and gine giving tone, energy, and to th 

great Main Springs of Life. They are confiden 

es as a never failing remedy in all cages 
where the constitution, from whatever cause, has 








CE WOODCOCK’ >) 


WIND PILLS 


GOOD for the cure of WIND ON a STOMACH. 
GOOD for the cure of INDIGESTIO 
GOOD for the cure of SICK HEADACHE. 
GOOD for the cure of HEARTBURN, 
GOOD for the cure of BILIOU BNESS. 
GOOD for the cure of LIVER COMPLAINT. 
GOOD fer the eure of ALL COMPLAINTS 
arising from a disordered state of the 
STOMACH, BOWELS, or LIVER. 
Sold by all Medicine Vendors, in boxes at 1s. 144., 
Qs, 9d., and 4s. 6d. each; or free for 14, 88, or 64 
stamps, from 


PAGE D. WOODCOCK, 
CALVERT STREET, NORWICH. 














beoomap +r or weakened. They are wonderfull 
all ailments incidental to Females of ail 
cues, ; ang asa GENERAL FAMILY MEDICINE, 


JAMES’S LIFE PILLS 
Remove Freckles and Pimples, and are unequalled 
for Beautifying and Refreshing the Skin. They never 
fail to spate outhful colour and impart new life. 
jd.a L" at all Chemists. 
HOLESALE: 
J. E. TOMLIN SON & Co., 10, Shudehill. 
Price 6d., by Post 7d. 
EAOGONSFIELD: A Mock-heroie 
bel Eee xp 1 POSEEICAL SATIRE. 
an m, 4, Catherine Street, London, 
Woe seiand 68 and 68, OsdhAm St Street, Manchester, em 
PRICE TWOPENCE, 
B-O’TH’-YATE AND THE LORD 
MAYOR OF LONDON AT BLACKPOOL. By 
| AB Hissev. 
Anet Hrywoop. & Sox, 


and 58, Oldham Street, 
Manchester ; 4, Catherine biecct, ines Strand, London. 
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HYDRAULIC ORGAN BLOWERS, £10. 
HYDRAULIC HOISTS quoted for. 33 2% xX 
= be rs) 
-— 2 fein aie Aan 8: 
BAILEY’S STEAM PUMPS. . cts War 


BAILEY'S INJECTORS 
FOR BOILERS. 























Baile y’s Watchman 
Clock & W itehes | 
of various sorts. 











BAILEY’S 


Prices of 
Pomp Boiler 
Combined 
with all 
fittings. 


Price. 
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BAILEY’S PATENT SPEED 
INDICATORS. 

ASK FOR CIRCULAR. 
Sizes and Prices of VERTICAL 
BOILERS, complete with 
2 Tubes and all fittings. 














TURNSTILES, &c. 











Approxi- 
mate Bize. | Prices. | 
Horse | 
power. 
| Inehies gs. d BAMLEY'S 
Bx21 | 16 10 C| OIL TESTERS 
} |} @x@ | 17 0 0} 
1 42x24 | 2 10 0} for indicating 
Hi 2 x ° = » o| the lubricating 
» 
e238 333 value of Oil. 
2 | 64x87 | 8-10 0 a 7 +e 
4 64x80 | 87 WO , £8. 8a 
oO x 80 # 0 0 
st ose |S aol Sie hala, 
; \s a) ’, 
5 | x4 59 10 0 Company's, £ 
_% | 2x8 @ 10 | 













BAILEY’S TEST PUMPS, | 4" iat 


£10, complete. AS USED FOR WASTE HEAT 


TESTING THE INFLUES SEND FOR BAILEY’S 
SSSsssss oS SNE SSS 






PYROMETER For Churches, Mills, Residences. 
uD Either materials supplied or men sent to fiz, 
AN 


ESTIMATES ON APPLICATION. 


I 


YARN & OTHER TESTERS,) 


See Lists. Se) | INJECTOR LISTS. 








I 





wT een 


Manufacturers—W. H. BAILEY & CO., Albion Works Oldfield Road, SALFORD 








All materials and every appliance for Fancy 
WEELLIAM ATHINSOYN, 


call 


VICTORIA STREET.—The newest styles and moderateprices 


f Manchester are invited to 


VICTORIA BUILDINGS, 
Ladies 
Needlework 


THE NEW SHOP FOR BERLIN & ART NEEDLEWORK, 


Prepricter. 


Forwarded to any Address. TEA, COFFEE, LUNCHEON, and DINNER ROOMS; Wine, Ale, Stout, 
WEDDING C AKE Chops, Steaks, and Sandwiches. Breakfasts, Suppers, Silver Salvers, Stands, and = supplied. 
ndow, 


i. MAYER, 105, OLDHAM STREET. N.B.—Bow 
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D. JUGLA, 


COURT GLOVER, 


1 GATE (BARTON ARCADE) 
THE L., P, P, 5 , DEANS : SE utever ] 
IS NOW SHOWING THE LATEST 


PARIS NOVELTIES in LADIES’ & GENTLEMEN’S TIES, SCARFS, &c. 


T? is scarcely needful to say that this refers to the (now A Large Assortment of his Renowned 


celebrated) Leicester Pork Pies (registered). Perhaps no advertisements of PA I=F x <3 KT D (‘es Tu ee VB Ss “ 


late have come more directly under public notice than those pertaining to the above. 
Inquiries have poured in from all parts of the British Islands, followed by orders for Great Success of the Patent 


the o0ds; the conse oi wy a 4 f he L. P. P. 

The makers hove token eave to Eee | cole b- - 5 that cannot be G A U N T L ETS A N D D U C H E $s Ss E G LO V E 8. 
| surpassed for quality, at the same time recommending the retailers to supply the FANS—A SPECIALTY. 
| public at very reasonable prices, Messrs, V., C., and D. have found it necessary to AGENT FOR ED. PINAUD, PARIS SELECTED PERFUMERY. 


remove to much larger promises. They have just commenced making at the new 








works, Sussex Street, where they have every facility for doing a most extensive —_—— 
trade, aided by the best machinery for the various purposes required. ? 
The LEICESTER PORK PIES (registered) are sold by grocers and provision | D © J U GS G A S 
urveyors in all directions, and can ny | soon be obtained in the remotest districts BRANCH ESTABLISHMENTS: 
| if inquired for. The LEICESTER SAUSAGES (registered) of the same makers e ? y ) N 
Messra. VICCARS, COLLYER, & DUNMORE, 24, Silver Street, Leicester. F PARIS, LONDON, LIVERPOOL, NEW YORK, AND PHILADELPHIA. 


| a : Glove Manufactory—2, Rvs Favanrt, Paris. 
NOTICE OF REMOVAL. Card of Samples of Cclours and Price List of Gloves sent post free on application. 


| 5 mide 2 Saat he Sei 


Wholesale London, Birmingham, Sheffield, and Foreign LLOYD PAYN E & AM I EL 
FANCY GOODS WAREHOUSEMEN, Have the Largest Assortment o 


' DINING AND DRAWING ROOM GLOGKS AND BRONZES 
JOMN BOYD & + & Suitable for Presentation. 


Have REMOVED from 17 & 19, Thomas Street, to New Mvery Desexiption of Jomilieny 18-6 16 eatns Gov aye 


and More Extensive Premises, situated Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s Chains and Alberts. Cutlery and Electro-plate, 
MASON STREET, SWAN STREET, | from the very best makers. 


WHERE AM EARLY VISIT 18 SOLICITED. | HIGH STREET AND THOMAS STREET, MANCHESTER. 
toe ae SELECT TESTIMONIALS. 


| 
\ Rev. Dr. Holden, D.D., Durham, writes :— 
| 
' 














‘* He who pays no attention to his Teeth, by this single 
neglect betrays vulgar sentiments.”—Lavater. 








“TI contin¥e to use Contra-Septine with great satis- 


faction. . . . It is the most efficient and agreeable | 
| wash that I have ever used.” 
| “Dr.——, Edinburgh, with compliments to the pro- | 


| prietors of Contra-Septine, has tried and recommended | 

| to others the use of the Contra-Septine. The proprietors, | 
however, must excuse him not allowing his name to be 

| used in reference to it on advertisements, &c.” 


An Eminent Dentist, wnder date October 28, 1877, 
j writes :— | 
| | “T have used Contra-Septine several times, and find | 
it a very efficacious preparation, a powerful astringent, | 
| ; and well calculated to induce a healthy action of the 


yams, especially when disturbance is caused by decayed 
CONTRA-SEPTINE =<“ _ GONTRA-SEPTINE 
{ 


' ' | W. Bowman Macleod, Edinburgh, writes :— | 
hte —_ ee a ee “Before receiving your sample, I had directed my | eth bait ‘Cn watt Yer - a ore eo pier 
tutes a most efficacious means for sreserving t ie Teeth | attention to your Contra-Septine, and hed formed » tut r st oftics ices aan 4: a cane i : ie Tee h 
sey cenit npr ey oh “— it has com. | 4ecidedly favourable opinion of it. It isthe most agree- | mses pA efficacious means for preserving the Teet: 
inal  - . rity os ‘> Breath df sroducing able carbol preparation I know, and a thoroughly good | from decay—for arresting decay where it has com- 
| me ey ~ ort urifying 5 _ “ ane ; ee = 1S .bg | dentifrice. It is of special use where artificial teeth are | menced—for purifying the Breath, and for producin 
| x « ow b « sense of wholesome freshness. Us {| Worn above natural roots, and also as a Mouth Wash for | @ the Mouth a sense of wholesome freshness. Use 
\ habitually, Conrna-Seprive is a sure preventative of | chiidren who suffer from alveolar abscesses—popularly | habitually, Conrra-SevtTine is a sure preventative of 
Neuralgia and Toothache, and as ew. be em- | hnown as gum-boils,” = pop y Neuralgia and Toothache, and as such should be em- 
ployed both by old and young. In short, ConTRa- | ‘ loyed both by old and young, In short, Conrra- 
E. PTINE is at once a |} and a necessity to the com- Mr. Boe, Dentist, Blackett Street, Neweastle, says :— Snceue is at une a luxw ; mw yl necessity to the com- 
pletely furnished Toilet Table. “ Contra-Septine has proved the most effectual Mouth | pletely furnished Toilet Table. 
Cases 1s, Gd., 28. 6d., 4s. 6d., and 8s. each. Sold by| Wash I have ever myself used or prescribed to my| Cases 1s. 6d., 28. 64., 4s. 6d., and 8s. each. Sold by 
Chemists and Perfumers everywhere. patients.” Chemists and Perfumers everywhere. 


Wholesale and Retail: J. WOOLLEY, SONS, & CO., Chemists, &c., Market Street, Manchester. 


JOHN ASHWORTH & CO., 


Wholesale Jewellers, Clock and Watch Manufacturers, and Importers. 





| 




















New Premises Corner of High Street, and Thomas Street, 
Shudehill, Manchester. 


ae oe a <F 2 





Jining and Drawing Room Clocks and Bronzes, &c.; Electro-plated Tea and Coffee Services, Cruets, Forks, Spoons, &c.; 
Gold and Silver Watches, 9, 15, and 18-carat Hall-marked Alberts; and a General Stock to suit the requirements of the Trade. 























JAPANESE CURTAINS ____l. SMITH & CO. have just Purchased a Large Lot of these Articles at very Low Prices, and are now 
s Offering them at 2/8, 3/3, 4/-, 6/-, 7/-,8/, 2/-,14/-, & 80/- per pair.—6, Joun Danton Stagzet, Mancuusts. 
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UNCLE GEORGE AND HIS NEWSPAPERS. 


[BX FIGARO JUNIOR. ] 


taxes me with having committed a crime. 

If it be a sin to rob a man of that contentment which is said to be 
to those who feel it a continual feast, even though the sin be committed 
without malice aforethought, and by persons who have never particularly 
desired to partake of this perpetual banquet, how shall the same act be 
characterised when the guilty party is one who, like me, appreciates the more 
keenly this contentment because I have never been able to enjoy it, and 
whose eyes are constantly straining in the effort to see this perhaps 
unattainable goal through the gathering shadows on the horizon ? 

And this is how it happened. 

Uncle George is not my uncle though I call him so, because he ought 
to have been. He had knocked about the world a great deal till past 
middle age, and then he retired to finish his days amongst his own people— 
the “noble little nation of the sea,’.. as Victor Hugo has called the 
inhabitants of Guernsey. And there, like another Adam, he led a sort of 
Paradisaical life, until the serpent came, clothed in the habiliments of 
Figaro Junior. Every morning in summer, at seven o’clock, he was 
down at the seaside for his dip; then he went back to breakfast; and then 
he would march down to the pier, to see the steamers arrive from England, 
and to chat with his cronies.. And so the time passed till noon, and off 
he went to dinner. In the afternoon he had a nap; after tea he took a 
walk if the weather was fine, or stayed at home if it wasn’t. Later in 
the evening he went out to asmoking party at the house of friends. Then 
at nine o’clock punctually, home again to supper; one stiff glass of gin 
and water; and for him the day closed as he laid his tiny form, weighing 
not more than twenty-two stone, on the groaning and creaking bedstead. 
And so one day succeeded another for years, Uncle George since he began 
this life ne’er having changed nor wished to change his lot, until at last 
one fatal day the tempter, myself, came. 

It must not be supposed that Uncle George’s pleasures were all physical. 
On the contrary, he indulged largely in intellectual recreations. For six 
or eight years he had been reading about the battles of England at the 
rate of two pages a day. Or, to be more correct, he sat down before the 
book, which was supported by a little reading desk on the table, and 
immediately went to sleep, After dozing for an hour he woke up, turned 
over two pages, carefully inserted the marker, and closed the book with 
the sigh of satisfaction generally given by a man who has finished an 
exhaustive mental labour. The two pages were turned over on the prin- 
ciple that if he had been awake he would have got through that number of 
pages in the hour, and, therefore, he did his duty to the author by racing 
through the book in this fashion. 

But the great staple of his intellectual food consisted of newspapers. 
All the journals he could get hold of he read with avidity. The Times and 
the Standard were, however, the only ones he saw regularly, and by these 
two organs he was at any time'prepared to swear, not because he was a 
Tory, but becanse he rarely saw any other. 

Now, when I look back upon these scenes of the past, it appears to me 
a truly cheerful and pleasant sight to see Uncle George and his crony, 
Admiral Marretynne, his crony, Capeton, and others, all seated in a snug 
little den on the pier, fuddling their old brains with tobacco smoke, and 
discussing the intelligence which one of them had just been spelling out 
from the newspaper. This, I think now—and I am sorry I did not think 
then-—is at least peace, and may even be called happiness. 

Affairs were in this condition when I went over for a holiday this 


$7 was done altogether in mere thoughtlessness, and yet my conscience 


Uncle George as he mumbled out something from the Standard. I 
should explain that having only that morning arrived from England, I 
was in full possession of all the “ latest intelligence.” 

“ The Indian Government,” Uncle George read, ‘‘ has decided to send 
Sir Neville Chamberlain on a mission to the Ameer of Afghanistan, with 
a view to urging upon that ruler the necessity of a clear understanding 
being established between himself and the Indian Government. Sir 
Neville Chamberlain will be accompanied by a numerous suite, and also 
by a strong body of troops. He will probably set out early next week.’’ 
‘* What,” I interpolated, ‘ going to send another mission? That’s a 
most extraordinary thing. It’s rather late in the day for that, isn’t it? 
Are you sure you’ve read the telegram correctly ? ” 

He was rather riled at this, and handed me the paper. 

“I thought. you had got hold of a bit of ancient history,” I said. 
‘Why, the paper is dated a month back. The mission has gone and 
returned pretty much as it went, and it is expected we shall declare war 
in a few days. You're rather off the scent, old man, or rather the scent 
is very stale.” 

The look of disgust with which he regarded me might have annihilated 
even Mr. J. W. Maclure. 

‘We read the papers at our ease,” said he, with much dignity. “We | 
don’t rush through them in your harum-scarum style. We digest the 
news at leisure, and form we!l-weighed conclusions,”’ 

‘*Which conclusions,” I remarked, ‘are pretty sure to be wrong, 
seeing that events will, with almost a dead certainty, contradict them 
before they are formed.” 

They all stared like fishes et this. It bad never before occurred to 
them that any opinions they might form could possibly be wrong then or 
subsequently. And each shook his old head like a Jack-in-the-box, 

‘* When I was in the West Indies,” began Uncle George 

I was off. Having listened to the story about three hundred and fifty 
times, I already understood its chief details, and did not need to wait, 

Three days afterwards we were all in the den again, smoking away like 
engine funnels, and Uncle George, who seemed to be the head reader of 
the place, was explaining the state of the world according to the J'imes. 

‘* The hopes of the Congress meeting,” read he, ‘‘ seem now to be more 
remote than ever. Our Government has notified its firm intention not to 
take part in any negotiations unless the whole of the treaty of San 
Stefano is submitted for revision. As the Russian Government appear 
equally determined to adhere to the original limitation set forth by them it 
is obvious that an amicable adjustment of the dispute is highly improbable. 
We understand that, in the event of the Congress being held, Prince 

Bismarck has suggested that Berlin should be the place of meeting.” 

‘* Good heavens!” I ejaculated, ‘‘ what have you got hold of now?” 

‘‘What have I got hold of now?” replied he, ‘‘ why, the Times of the 
day before yesterday, which came by post yesterday afternoon. Here it 
is, dated November 10th.’ 

** Very singular,’”’ I returned, “ allow me to see it.”’ 

He did so, with a verf complacent smile, feeling satisfied that he had 
me there. 

‘It is true,’ I said, ‘that the paper is dated November 10th, but if 
you will look again, you'll find that it. is November 10th, 1877, and not 
1878.’’ And such, indeed, was the case. 

‘* Damme,” said he, ‘‘ how’s that? I'll swear I picked it off the table 
just before I came away. That darned servant of ours must haye been 





turning the file upside down.” 
Even his old cronies laughed at him, and he was wild. 
‘‘ It’s rather strange,” I pursued, remorselessly, “that the fact of the 
paper being a year old didn’t strike you before, seeing that you have 





autumn, and when one morning I found myself in the den listening to 


already waded half through it.”’ 
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He glared like an alligator, but was silent. 

** And then,’’ I went on, ‘‘ one would have thought that, as you must 
have been constantly reading for the last six months about the results or 
non-results of the Berlin Treaty which was made at the Congress, the 
statement made balfa year after the Congress was concluded that it was 
not to meet at all, would have struck you as being rather marvellous.” 

That poor old man was as mad as he could stick, and the rest were a 
bit mad, too, for my words contained a reflection on them for not having 
found out the mistake. 

** Look here,"’ said Uncle, “‘ I wish you'd let us alone. I don’t believe 
there's been any Congress at all, blowed if I do,” 

He knew very well there had, of course, but he was vexed. 

“ Ah,” said 1, drawing a paper from my pocket, “ here is the Daily 
News of yesterday, which came by this morning's boat ; if you will look 
over it you will find an article about the results, so far, of the Berlin Treaty. 
Is that good enough ? "’ 

“Well,” said he, recovering his temper, ‘‘ we don't care. News is 
news to us, whether it’s old or whether it’s young. We're slow and 
behindhand, and all that sort of thing, no doubt, but we like it, and no- 
body's the worse.” 

This was philosophy, but I couldn’t see it, being too much intoxicated 
with the exuberance of my own sophistry. 

‘* But you have no business to like it,"’ Irejoined. ‘ How is the march 
of intellect to be successfully conducted through the quagmires of inane 
inactivity? (This, being deep nonsense, awed them considerably.}] Do 
you think it is of no consequence that you should be filling your own 
minds, and those of others with whom you may converse, with statements 
a great part of which have turned out fabulous and the other part of which is 
obsolete? It would not matter so much if you saw the papers, however 
old, in regular succession, because the bane would then have its antidote, 
but you don't. Why not get the papers every morning as they arrive by 
the steamer. They are then a day old, it is true, and though, for my own 
part, I can hardly conceive the possibility of any one living rationally 
without a morning paper to tell him what has taken place during the 
preceding night, and an evening paper to tell him what has taken place 
during the day of its publication; still, even these day old papers are 
better than nothing, and you will, at anyrate, have done all that you can 
to keep yourself au courant with the great world—unless, indeed, you laid 
a private telegraph cable of your own. 

They were all silent, and I departed. I[ did not happen to go to the 
den for several days after. 

When I did return Uncle George was sitting there alone. 

** All the other fellows,’’ he said, ‘‘ have gone up town to try and get 
yesterday's papers.” And here he heaved a profound sigh. ‘ But it’s of 
no use,” he added, * the booksellers here only receive as many papers as 
are ordered by customers, and I'm afraid they wont be able to get one,” 
and he sighed again more profoundly than before. 

If vanity had not suggested to me that the old man was sighing because 
he was afraid there might be no spare papers, and that this fear arose 
from my exhortations on the previous occasion, I might have assigned a 
far different reason for the sighs, and been there and then stricken with 
remorse. 

“Do you think now, really,” said Uncle, ‘that a man ought, as a 
matter of duty, to read a paper the day it appears, or the day after if he 
can't get it till then? Say now,” added he wistfully. 

“Most decidedly,” returned I, with stupid egotism. ‘“ A man who is 
unacquainted with the very latest phases of the political and social 
problems of the day is unworthy the name of a human being.” 

* But how about people living far away, in the West Indies for example, 
who only get a batch of papers once a month?” timidly suggested he. 

* That is another thing. They are all in the same box; and, moreover, 
cannot help themselves. Here the case is altogether different. Decidedly 
you ought to subscribe for at least two of the London dailies.” 

“ Ah!" said he, with another sigh; “I suppose what you say is true.” 

Just then the other cronies returned, having tried in vain to get a 
yesterday's newspaper. They shook their heads sadly, and proceeded to 
soothe their agitated feelings in dense clouds of tobacco smoke. The den 
was soon 80 full that one could see nothing, and, as nobody spoke, you 
could also hear nothing except Uncle George sighing like a hippopotamus 
in love. 

And so they went on for half-an-hour. Then they began to talk about 
ships, and I left. 

Not till a week after—because I did not see Uncle George till then—did 





I suddenly find out what a crime I had committed. By the end of the 
next seven days the poor man had wasted himself almost to a shadow in 
his frantic efforts to read through the Times and the Standard every day. 
He met me with a ghastly smile—the smile of a man who knew he was 
doing his duty, and felt he was killing himself by doing it. Then, when 
it was too late, did I realise the woe I had worked. I would have given 
anything to undo the injury, but it was of no use. The man’s peace of 
mind was gone for ever. He could not even wait for the papers till the 
booksellers received and opened their parcels, but used to rush down to 
the boat in a frantic manner, and offer a shilling to anyone who would 
sell him yesterday's paper at once, no matter if it was covered with 
grease on account of a deck passenger’s bread and bacon having been 
wrapped in it. 

The terrible results of my own thoughtless wickedness were too much 
for me. I fled the island. And, as I shook hands with poor old uncle on 
the pier the morning of my departure, he said to me, with tears in his 
hollow eyes, ‘‘ I may not last long, my boy, but do send me all the Man- 
chester papers every day as long asl live. It shall never be said that 
George Smithereens didn’t care about the march of intellect thtough the 
quagmire’ and his feelings overcame him. 

When he got round the steamer had moved off, and the last thing I 
saw as we rapidly paddled away was Uncle George standing on the White 
Rock Pierhead, and frantically waving his adieux with a copy of the 
previous day’s Times. 





A CRY TO THE THRONE. 


yy? 

(NR. HOWARD EVANS, who, if we mistake not, is the author of 
. many good poems written in the interest of the agricultural 

. labourers, has sent the following to the London Echo :— 


Victoria, thou silent Queen, whose face we never see, 

In this great crisis of our fate we cry aloud to thee ! 

Hear us! we still are loyal, though thou sit’st apart, alone— 
Hear us! we yet are freemen, whose voices reach thy throne. 


Forgive us, for the shame and wrath with which our bosoms burn, 
If bold and rough and harsh our speech as to thy throne we turn; 
"Tis he makes thee responsible, therefore we seek thee now, 

If thou art so we yet have hope—Rules he the land or thou? 


Thou surely art no puppet—a thing of wires and springs, 

That has no motion in it, save when tricksters pull the strings ; 
Queen of our memories and hopes! Head of this grand old State! 
Woman, widow, mother, hear us, in this crisis of our fate! 


Let not Ambition’s greed of rule beguile thee at this hour ; 

Better a white, unsullied name than ihe grandest dreams of power ; 
Let not Imperial gewgaws from the right turn thee aside, 

For the love of a free people is a Monarch’s noblest pride. 


Thou art a Monarch—not like those who ruled by iron and blood, 
While stands thy people-chosen House, unharmed of fire and flood ; 
They cherished not their peoples’ love, they heeded not their groans, 
And the doom of such is written in the wreck of broken thrones. 


Thou art a woman—we entwine for ever round that name 

A tenderness as soft as snow, a love as pure as flame ; 

If now the tempters glozing lies becloud thy soul with doubt, 

Ere the dogs of war are loosened, let thy woman’s heart speak out. 


Thou art a mother—dost thou know that in this land to-day 

Children to mothers cry for bread, as famishing as they ? 

Oh! by the love that thou dost bear thy sons and daughters dear, 

Think of our sons and daughters—Oh, Queen and mother, hear! 

Thou art a widow—by that word more boldly we implore, 

By that deep, life-long sorrow which makes us love thee more— 

There are thousands of thy sisters who, ere a year has fled, 

With the heart-ache which thou know’st too well, may have to mourn 
their dead. 

Save us from this unrighteous war, Oh, Christian Queen, this day— 

By thy womanhood, thy widowhood, thy motherhood, we pray ; 

The millions of the toilers, in this land and o’er the sea, 

Approach with burdened hearts thy Throne,.and cry aloud to thee ! 


This, no doubt, is good enough in its way; but the City Jackdaw has a 
notion that the nation has much more to expect and to get from an appeal 
to the constituencies than from an appeal to the Throne. 


ae 





“ Waar dogs are these?’’ inquired a gentleman of a lad that was drawing 
a couple of terriers along. “I dinna ken, sir,” replied the boy; “they 
cam’ wi’ the railway, and they ate the direction, and dinna ken where to 
gang.” 
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MR, AND MRS. KENDAL AT THE Y.M.C.A, 


Ge GOOD many years ago we were a member of the Manchester Young 
Men’s Christian Association, which we joined in order to learn 
phonography from Mr. Pitman, who was then teaching his art at 
this place, and in order, we hope, to become a young Christian. In a 
little stuffy room in George Street, we succeeded in learning shorthand ; 
but having had enough of the young Christians in the three months which 
Mr. Pitman’s course occupied, we darkened the doors of the Institution no 
more, until this week, when (oh, how times are altered) we found the place 
open even to “ Play-Actors!"’ Nearly all the old dullness of the place 
is gone now; instead of a room or two in a back street, neglected, 
cavernous, and forlorn, the Association occupies one of the largest 
buildings in the street of all Manchester amusements, and it is, evidently, 
brisk with life and vigour. 

The occasion which attracted us, and a considerable audience, was a 
varied entertainment for the benefit of Mrs. Salis Schwabe’s Italian 
Schools, given on Tuesday afternoon, and consisting of dramatic readings 
by Mr. and Mrs. Kendal, recitations by Miss Kate Pattison, and a short 
lecture by Miss Emily Faithfull—an attractive programme enough. Miss 
Faithfull’s address came first, on ‘‘ Women’s Work,” a totally different 
subject, as the lady explained, to ‘‘ Women’s Rights.” Her little essay 
was given in charmingly simple but forcible language, and was delivered 
with considerable grace and modesty. It bristled with neat, sharp points, 
and occasionally was not without pathos, which a thoroughly sympathetic 
voice greatly heightened. Miss Pattison followed with an affecting little 
poem, which she gave so as to bring tears to the eyes of all the men, and 
to half of those of the sterner sex, and afterwards with one of Bret Harte’s 
pieces. 

Mr. and Mrs. Kendal closed the afternoon’s entertainment, giving first 
thé forest scene between ‘‘ Rosalind” and “‘ Orlando,” from As You Like It, 
Mr. Kendal asked the audience to look on the gentlemen of the Man- 
chester Dramatic Reform Association, who occupied the platform, as 
forest trees, and the lady apologised for the absence of ‘‘ doublet and hose ;” 
but before many words had been spoken, the absence of scenery, dresses: 
and accessories, was forgotten, and the audience enchained by the admir- 
able grace of speech and action of the lady and her wooer. Never was 
shown a better example of how little stage paraphanalia are needed by 
true artists,—nothing that paint could have added would have made this 
performance more thoroughly delightful. Two scenes from Sheridan 
Knowles’s Hunchback followed,which were scarcely less entertaining, and 
certainly not less artistically given by actor and actress than the first. 
Such entertainments as this are scarce, for rarely does the actor dare to 
venture off his own boards. Mr. and Mrs. Kendal’s auditors, on this 
occasion, therefore, may consider themselves fortunate indeed. Mrs. 
Kendal gave, finally, a few well-chosen words addressed to that portion of 
the audience which, while it came to hear her and her husband speak 
there the very words they were in the habit of giving on the stage, piously 
kept away from the theatre, and though they knew nothing of it, denounced 
it as a place of evil. She advised them to come and see for themselves, 
and to support actors and actresses whose wish was to purify the stage of 
what eyil there was in it, 9g in other places. May this.advice sink deep, 
and may the Young Men’s Christian Association continue to advance in 
its rational and liberal course. 





MIDDLE-CLASS HOSPITALS. 


! ff HE correspondence which took place a year ago in reference to the 
ce establishment of middle-class hospitals, or institutions in which 

people not requiring charity might pay for accommodation and 
medical attendance, is about to bear fruit. Those who recalled the letters 
will remember that an excellent case was made out by a large number of 
persons, embracing members of the professional classes, as well as trades- 
men, and they all complained that, at present, they had no resource in 
illness except to remain under medical care, in bedrooms, more often than 
not, ill-adapted for invalids, There seemed to us to be one great objection 
to the proposals made by the advocates of a system by which paying 
patients might be admitted to hospitals, and it was that they could only 
be admitted to the exclusion of the non-paying patients, for whom the 
hospitals were established, and subscriptions are given. The poor who 
are unable to pay doctors, and whose overcrowded houses are entirely 
unfit for them to remain in, have the first claim upon the accommodation 





of infirmaries, and as a rule, those institutions, so far from having more 
space than is called for, find that a larger number of claims is made 
on them than their room and funds will enable them to meet. To 
admit paying patients or boarders under these circumstances, though 

it might increase the annual reverue, would be unjust to the poverty- 

stricken classes whose needs are the most urgent; and it was to be clearly 

foreseen that though only half-a-dozen boarders were admitted at first, 

there would be a tenden¢y to admit a remunerative class of patients rathor 
than the class for whom public generosity had been originally exercised. 

If anything was to come of the middle-class hospital proposed, it must 
result in the erection of a building for that purpose, or the utilisation of 
an existing building under special circumstances, and it now appears that 
the idea has taken a practical form in the latter direction. Most people 
know the splendid pile of buildings which line the Thames opposite the 
Houses of Parliament, and is known as St. Thomas’s Hospital. That 
was built by an over-ambitious board of directors, who spent far more 
money in its construction than they could afford. The extravagant out- 
lay has resulted in crippling the administration, and the diminished funds 
permit only 350 out of 600 beds to be kept in use, while there are but 13 
wards out of 22 open. Here, then, is space which i is simply impossible 
at present to employ for the benefit of the deserving poor. If the funds 
were ample enough, they would have a right to enjoy the accommodation 
offered to its fullest extent; but the funds are not likely to increase 
for some years to come, and the Governors propose to profitably 
utilise a part of the spare space by admitting patients able to pay 
for their board and treatment. The scheme is as yet in a preparatory 
stage, and has to pass the Charity Commissioners before it comes into 
operation. So far as it goes at present, it proposes to charge two guineas 
a week in the wards, and in private rooms the tariff will be from three to 
four guineas: These sums are estimated to yield, under favourable cir- 
cumstances, a profit of £3,000 a year, which would cover the cost of 
opening at least two more wards, containing 100 beds, for the benefit of 
non-paying patients, and thus, if the scheme proved successful, it would 
be ‘‘ contrived a double debt to pay,” first, by meeting a necessity iu 
middle-class society, and secondly, in extending the accommodation open to 
the poor. For the present, as we stated in beginning, the experiment is not 
likely to be largely extended beyond St. Thomas’s hospital. Any proposal 
to extend it to other hospitals now filled with a poorer population would 
have to be regarded with great jealousy, lest a natural desire to augment 
the revenue should induce the Government Boards to limit the space 
allotted to the needy and afflicted. But St. Thomas’s seems peculiarly 
well fitted for the trial of the new system, and we shall watch with great 
interest to see how it succeeds, 





STARVING SALFORD. 
Gy 


sc] OUSEHOLDERS don’t need to be told that Salford is in a bad way 
#4 just at present. Hundreds of men are walking the streets, unable to 

find work ; scores upon scores of dwelling-houses are standing empty ; 
scarlet fever is working havoc in several districts; and Mr. Councillor J. 
E. Middlehurst in unable to deliver his annual address to his constituents 
for the very good reason that his constituents wont come to hear him. 
Just as though all this was not enough, Mr. Councillor R. Dearden now 
comes forward and tells us that during his twenty years’ experience as a 
member of the Board of Guardians he had not known so many persons to be 
in the workhouse as there are now. Mr. Councillor W. H. Bailey, another 
prophet of evil, says that famine and fever appears to have taken posses- 
sion of the town. He has never known so much poverty, misery, and 
starvation as exists now in Salford. The scenes in some of the poorer 
parts of the borough are enough to make one’s heart bleed. Retarns 
which he obtained from the Clerk to the Board of Guardians show that 
there are 4,260 paupers in the borough, 1,260 of whom are in the work- 
house, and the remainder receiving outdoor relief. There were, in 
addition, 4,800 children whose school fees are paid ont of the rates. 
Starving Salford! And yet our blessed Government plunge us into fresh 
wars, pile up the expenditure, and refuse to do a thing to restore confidence 
and bring back trade. How long are we to stand it? Mr. W. T. Charley 
and Mr. O. O. Walker are to address their constituents in the Town Hall 
on Monday night. Let us hope that some of their starving constituents 
will be present, and tell them what they think of Lord Beaconsfield and 
all those who support him. Liberals, attend ; and carry a vote of no con- 
fidence in Charley and Walker ! 
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Persons who wish to see the City Jackdaw regularly are respectfully 
recommended to order it of their Newsagent, otherwise, they may 
be, and often are, disappointed in not being able to obtain copies. 
Or, it will be sent by post from the Publishing Office, 51, Spear 
Street, Manchester, every week for half-a-year on payment of 3s. 3d. 
in advance, being posted in time for delivery at any address each 
Friday morning. 


- WHAT FOLKS ARE SAYING. 
7 HAT the Queen’s apples exhibited at the flower show on Tuesday, in 
eh the Town Hall, were splendid. 

That there was also a delicious show of two-lips, with which many 
young gentlemen were anxious to have a closer acquaintance. 

That if Mr. Whistler had been there he would have been able to give 
us a “ Nocturne in Apples.” 

That we should then have a “ hazy” idea what a “ nocturne” was. 

That the Botanical Gardens under Mr, Findlay's management have 
progressed wonderfully, and that he is the right man in the right place. 

That five M.P.’s attended a Conservative demonstration at Blackburn 
on Wednesday night. 

That not one of the whole lot managed to say a single thing worth 
saying. 

That neither Mr. Holt, nor Mr. Starkie, nor Mr. Thwaites, nor Mr. 
Hick, nor Mr. Assheton is the sort of man to make history. 

That, now the new Governor has reached its shores, Canada is all for- 
Lorne. 

That his predecessor was no duffer. 

That he was Dufferin. 

That the warriors of Afghanistan have gone a long way in their retreat 
before the British soldiers during the last few days. 

That they may stop going and go in for standing soon. 

That then will come the tug of war. 

That the Rey. Paxton Hood has incurred the hot displeasure of all the 
Jingoes. 

That so has the City Jackdaw, the Bishop of Manchester, ‘‘ Verax,” 
&e., &e. 

That to have the ill-will of some people is a high honour indeed. 

That Parliament is to meet next Thursday—for what? To listen to the 
contradictory statements of Ministers, and, of coure, vote away more 
millions. 

That our factories are idle and our people are starving; but Beacons- 
field cares for none of these things. 

That the ‘ Patriots’ of Manchester are a sorry crew. 

That they speak of the Liberals as “ Traitors.” 

That not more than three or four known men appeared on the Tory 
side of the platform on Friday, and not one known man was present at 
the war ‘ demonstration " in Albert Square on Saturday. 

That history will tell who are the Patriots and who are the Traitors. 

That the Rev. Dr. M‘Laren has been presented with a cheque for two 
thousand guineas, a timepiece, a type-writer, and a gold watch. 





| That the City Jackdaw rejoices to see that the city knows how to value 
| and honour one of the grandest, and noblest, and ablest, and best men in 
our midst. . 

That the weekly debates at the Junior Reform Club are rapidly becoming 
a great attraction. 


That Mr. Touchstone is to read his paper on “Dizzy” at the meeting 
next Tuesday night. 





MR. MACLURE AND HIS LAMBS, 


oN UR clever friends the Dailies generously leave all the mosi difficult 

problems to be solved by the City Jackdaw. Well, however much 

I feel the task, I appreciate the honour, and do my best to rise 
equal to each fresh occasion as it presents itself. On Friday last there 
was a town’s meeting about the Afghan War; and at that meeting there 
was such a devil of a row that the Dailies cannot for the life of them 
account for it. To me, the cause of the disturbance is clear as noonday. 
Mr. Maclure was present. What had he to say? Why, the very first 
words which he uttered were to the effect that he never before had attended 
a town’s meeting. So! don’t you smell a rat? Noisy, stormy town’s 
meetings have been held in Manchester from time to time; but the one 
about Afghanistan licked the lot. How was this? Because Mr. J. W. 
Maclure was present. Not only was he there himself, but his lambs were 
there as well. He had sent out to them, by post, his declaration of war, 
calling upon them to be at the Town Hall before half-past ten. When I 
entered the place about a quarter to eleven I saw at a glance how the 
land lay. On the platform, to the left of the Mayor’s chair, were J. W. 
M., Mr. Jones, Dr. Royle, Mr. Smith, Mr. Croston, Mr. Robinson, Mr. 
Haworth, Mr. Robinson, Mr. Smith, Mr. Jones, and the rest of the Tory 
leaders. They had turned up in good time, so had Maclure’s lambs. The 
hall was all but full, and it was evident that the Jingoes were in great force. 
About ten minutes to eleven I noticed the arrival of some beautiful speci- 
mens. With unwashed faces, ragged clothes, half-closed eyes, they 
skulked or sneaked or slunk into one of the corners furthest from the plat- 
form. One look at the scoundrels was enough to produce the conviction 
that they had been paid to attend—paid to do a particular work that 
morning. Had they not been there they would have been selling c’rect 
cards at the Races or preparing themselves for making the acquaintance 
of Marwood. Still, being Maclure’s lambs, they had a perfect right to be 
where they were. Shortly before eleven the right side of the platform 
was occupied by Mr. Jacob Bright, M.P., Mr. Robert Leake, Mr. Henry 
Lee, Mr. Sam Watts and other prominent Liberals. What a contrast they 
presented to the tag-rag-and-bob-tail lot on the other side! Was it not 
significant that the Liberals were on the right and the Tories on the left 
hand of the judge? As soon asthe Mayor began to speak, the Tories 
began to show their hand. While His Worship was reading the Bishop’s 
grand, noble letter the noise increased. One Jingo, who happened to have 
the look of a gentleman, roared at the top of his voice, ‘ No dictation 
from parsons!” His amiable brethren in the corner at once commenced 
their little tricks. Pushing forward, they compelled the occupants of the 
chairs to rise, and then the chairs were passed along overhead to the door. 
This answered well. Some simple-minded persons imagine that this was 
done for the purpose of making more room. Nothing of thekind. It was 
done to disturb the meeting. All through, whenever there seemed to be 
any chance of peace being restored, the chair trick was resorted to, and 
always with success. However, the vote went against them for all that. 
But what can be done to protect the right of public meeting being abused ? 
My own opinion is that all would have been right if the Mayor had called 
in the police—there were some twenty of thea close to the door—and 
cleared the corner where the row first began. Will Mr. Maclure kindly 
tell us who it was that paid for his lambs on the occasion? They were a 
nice lot! Let us hope that Mr. Maclure and his friends will not show 
themselves at many more town’s meetings. If they do, we hope the 
Mayor will call in the police. 





Dr. Lynn.—Persons who live to be perplexed and puzzled should go 
to the Free Trade Hall Assembly Room and see Dr. Lynn’s wonderful 
entertainment. He ranks amongst the most princely of conjurers. 


Cooxe Brorners’ Crrcus.—We are to have another circus. Charlie 
Keith is deservedly doing well in Byrom Street, Peter Street ; and on 
Monday night Cooke Brothers open their new circus in Chepstow Street, 
Oxford Road. Our readers don’t need to be told that in their case too 
many cooks do not spoil the broth. 
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THE “COURIER” AND THE CAT. 


HETHER it is the Earl of Beaconsfield, or Mr. Jacob Bright, M.P., 
or the Courier, or Mr. J. W. Maclure, or all of them, that deserve 
the “cat,” is matter well worth the attention of every ‘‘ English- 

man’ and “patriot” at this critical crisis in our country’s career. It is 
pleasing to note that the Courier, for once, is really generous towards Mr. 
Jacob Bright, and candidly confesses that, atleast, it is not for 
him the “ cat’ is meant. “ It is,” writes our conscientious contemporary, 
“ almost a waste of space ’’—only fancy the Courier’s space being wasted !— 
‘‘and of time ’—only listen, ye gods, and little fishes !—“‘ to attempt, in 
a serious thanner, to deal with the utterances of a party which is willing, 
so far as this district is concerned, to be represented by Mr. Jacob 
Bright,-a politician whose strongest desire, as shown in a speech 
which he delivered the other day, would be, personally, to lay 
violent hands upon the Premier. There have been days when, even 
in England, a man who publicly expressed a wish to see the chief adviser 
of the Sovereign physically chastised would have suffered the most terrible 
punishments which the law inflicts. Mr. Jacob Bright is, of course, 
secure against any such fate. No one supposes that his Prestwich speech 
was more than the passionate exclamation of an irascible person who, if 
his inclinations were not tempered by his want of courage, would 
frequently be fined forty shillings and costs by the magistrates for com- 
mitting assault and battery upon those who do not agree with his political 
views. Mr. Bright will not, however, be even bound over to keep the 
peace, except by the people of Manchester who, at the next election, will 
effectually reduce him toa condition of political impotence which will 
render his future extravagances altogether innocuous.’’ We say that all 
this is decidedly generous—for the Courier. More than that, it is quite 
as truthful as one has any good right or reason to expect anything to be— 
on the part of the Courier. Mr. Bright did not say that it was 
his “strongest desire personally to lay violent hands on the Premier.” 
Just to show how nicely the Courier can garble a speech and so 
delude its simple-minded readers, let us reproduce here the exact 
words which have given the Tories so much pain and aroused 
within their breasts so much righteous indignation. ‘‘ There are 
men,” Mr. Bright said, ‘‘ there are men who appear to be born with an 
absence of moral sense. It seems to me that the Prime Minister belongs 
to this class. He made a speech the other day in London, when he coolly 
told us that the Government of this country was going to seize territory 
that was not its own; that it was going to rob a neighbour who was at 
peace, and who had been at peace for a long time with us. This was not 
to be a simple and ordinary case of robbery. It was to be robbery with 
violence, because it may be that thousands, and scores of thousands of 
lives will be lost in the coming enterprise. You know how robbers with 
violence are treated in this country. They have given to them the most 
degraded of all punishments—they receive the punishment of the cat. I 
wish it were possible for statesmen garrotters, as well as for the garrotters 
of our streets, to receive the penalty which is their due. When the Prime 
Minister made this statement to the people of this country he appeared to 
be unconscious that he was announcing the commission of a great crime ; 
he looked like a man who was dead to the moral sense. We have a large 
population ; we have armies and fleets, and great wealth ; we have enor- 
mous material power ; but I undertake to say that when that power is 
divorced from integrity and from justice you do a great deal to diminish 
it, and you do something, in my opinion, to lessen the duration of the 
empire to which we belong.” Now, all that Mr. Bright alleged here 
was that “statesmen garrotters’’ are as bad as “highway garrot- 
ters.” He might have gone further and described them as a good 
deal worse, for their victims are more numerous and the havoc 
which they work is more extensive and enduring. As it was, 
he kept well within bounds and said no more than every man of ‘sense 
and truth ’’ readily approved. At all events, he did not announce that 
his ‘‘ strongest desire” was to “lay violent hands’’ on Lord Beaconsfield. 
Then, to make matters worse, Mr. J. W. Maclure rushes on the scene and 
exclaims in his accustomed hysterical style :—‘* What influence is it that 
has been at work in this country of Afghanistan? The influence of 
Russia! The influence of a nation among whom the knout prevails, and 
where, if Mr. Jacob Bright were one of the Ministry, he would send a 
‘ garrotting statesman’ to gaol and give him the knout. Those are the 
gentle influences that Mr. Bright favours—Russian influence and Russian 
intrigue without opinion or sentiment being listened to,’”’ Poor Mr. 
Maclure! He knows just as much about foreign countries as he 


does about the ‘‘ French and other ancient languages.’’ The knout does 
not prevail in Russia, but ignorance does prevail amongst Tories in Eng- 
land! The City Jackdaw has no more faith in the ‘ cat” as an iustro- 
ment of punishment than he has inthe Courier as an instrument. of 
instruction. 





THE CALL TO ARMS. 


HIP, drum up my “‘lambs”’ for the fifth of December, 
Y let faith in your Premier banish the thought 

Of poverty, bad trade, taxation ; remember 

Supplies must be voted—the battle be fought. 


What matters it who attempt strong opposition ? 
Secure in my strength, I have nothing to fear ; 
Though bishops may preach of a nation’s condition, 
And statesmen may growl by the day, month, or year. 


Why have I gone to war? what a most absurd question ! 
Shall I tell you my reasons? I’ve twenty, at least ; 
But, as most of them may not suit public digestion, 
I'll reserve my reply till your pockets I’ve fleeced. 


Appeal to the country—I should be a ninny, 
Could Diogenes live if he’d chopp’d up his cask ? 
From a new Parliament I could scarce get a guinea, 
From the present one I can get all that I ask. 


Then why should I make an appeal to the nation, 
Whose voice I am conscious so adverse would be ? 

It is better to leave them to their contemplation, 
The Cabinet's voice is sufficient for me. 


I can rule the Cabinet—every dissension 
Is followed at once by an elbowing out ; 
What, a man of my party have any pretension 
To a single idea of his own—or a doubt ? 


Preposterous! Can it a moment be thought of, 
That I cannot see what is good for the world? 

Or that England’s imperious flag could be bought off, 
By secret convention when once ’tis unfurled ? 


I care not a fig for the voice of the nation, 
My majority here, in the House, is all right, 
I shall get my supplies—and the after taxation 
Is a question I leave my successors to fight. 


Then whip up my friends on the fifth of December, 
And make the division a vict’ry for me ; 

If we'd only to meet on the fifth of November, 
What a date for a “ blow-up” it surely would be. 





GAS IN SMITHFIELD MARKET. 


G@r any seeker of amusement wishes to gratify his propensities in an 
‘I inexpensive manner, he should stroll into the Smithfield Market 
during the continuance of a dark, foggy day, and note the frantic 
and almost superhuman efforts of the heavily-taxed stall-keepers to obtain 
a little light in order to dispose of as much of their stock as will pay the 
rent of their respective stalls. Take advantage of a dark afternoon to 
walk down to the bookstalls—it is so dark that you have to “ grope"’ for 
any volume you may want to find, as reading even the titles is a great 
feat. You will see the indefatigable dealers in the world’s wisdom running 
about with lighted papers and trying the gas jets from time to time, until 
you almost begin to feel a sensation of pity for the poor beings whose 
perseverance is quite worthy a better cause. Anon there is a small light 
seen to each pipe end, which gradually inoreases to the size of a respect- 
able ‘‘ dip,’ and just as your eyesight has become accustomed to its 
glimmer, a little old man, whose aspect is that of having just been washed 
in the sourest vinegar, suddenly makes his appearance and turns off all 
the miserable bits of illumination, one by one. Muttering a blessing on 
the economy of our Markets Committee, which is heartily echoed, at least 
in spirit, by all around you, you again watch the renewed exercises of 
the stall-keepers with lighted papers, until they obtain another faint 
glimmer, which lasts about ten minutes, when, with a loud blowing of air 
from the pipes, out it goes, leaving the darkness blacker than before, 
And these men are charged a rate for their stalls almost double that of 
any other market town in the country, and have to pay sixpence per week, 
in addition, for every light they are supposed to use on their tolhadedan 
the whole year. Six months of the year they never light up, except on 
Saturday night, and, perhaps, three months more they are only lighted for 
a couple of hours; indeed, I personally know one stall-keeper who, for 
about eight months in each year, never lights gas at all, but, light or no 
light, they must pay the same. Whatever be the faults of the Markets 





Committee, wasting their gas is certainly not one of them. 





TO SMOKERS : { "Cigarettes, and Smokerw’ Requisites of every davoription, 





}WITHEGOMB, 82, VICTORIA-ST., & 66, MARKET-ST, 
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WURDS TO THE WISE. 


[BY JOSHUA THORNLEY.] 


+67? HEN you think, Matilda,” I sed, “that heel get it took out of him, 

and that the star of Bekkonsfeeld is beginning to sink in the sky.” 

But me sister was not in the humer to get on to his lordship, 
evidently thinking that the game was far gone, and sadle too high for 
the general taste. ‘ Yet,” I kontinude, ‘he’s remarkably popular is the 
noble Erl in sertan quarters.” This brought her forth a little. ‘ Now, 
Joshua,”’ she replide, ‘ the old fello is plade out; the musick is much too 
slo; and the kind kurtan with the obliveus darkness will kuvver him bi 
and bi, and for ever.” So with the gallant nite of old, I kud sce that if 
Matilda went with the spur on one side she wad, most likely, go as fast 
on the uther. But, thinks I, if that fales, so far as the Premear is kon- 
serned, she’s come to the konklushon and sikle sediment of the unsavere 
subjekt. With that, I remarked that, “ after all was sed and dun thare 
must be extraordinare qualitees in a man that kud rise from the ranks of 
the alean rase to the lofteest posishun in the land.” “ Ah,” she sed, and 
kame on quite fresh, ‘‘ thare your mistook; and thare also is the mistake 
of the immensle ignorant and misgided majorite.” ‘ But,” I rejoined, 
“ he’s gone up the ladder; he’s astride of the riggin, is the indevidual ; 
he's on the tree top and looks doun on sosiete. What do you sa to that?” 
I exklamed, slitele emfattick. This she ansurd with a silunt and 
expressif sneer, that is a very foren langwage to Matilda. But I stuk to 
her as afresh leech. “ Yes, Matilda,” I kride, “ don't klose your ise to the 
fakt; Bekkonsfeeld is the voyce of the peeple; he’s the vox populi; he’s 
the darling of the da." Now I'd put the mach to the magazeene, and she 
broke out with the exploshun : * He’s the darling of the devil.” ‘ Well,” 
I sed, “if the vokabulare is not suffishunt, thare’s no okkashan to 
sware, and bad langwage go’s on the krutch even if it @ making 
a profitabul jurney.” This scrude me sister to the konsert pitch; she 
rose with the old grandgur, and the look of Austerlits—‘' Your a fool, 
Joshua,” she skreemed, most impetchuous, “ and if it wasn’t for the kindle 
kontrol of your sister the kase wud be seereus.” ‘‘ Well,’’ sed I, ‘you 
need not be vex'd if we have to differ; the man is not heer to defend him- 
self, and,” I added rather sharp, “ I’m not the slave of a woman, even if 
she is me sister, to sit still and hold me peece.”” Matilda dusn’t often laff, 
but when she dus, it’s dangerus for the hospitabu] roof that’s not in good 
repare. So she laffed me to skorn, and then relaps’d into the kloud of 
silent kontempt. But I kudn’t do with this, and I observ’d that “if she 
ware a stranger it wudn't matter, but that such treatment was quite out 
of the questyun from me own flesh and blood.’’ Thare was the desired 
effekt for this, and the frosty feeling immediately vanished from vu. Matilda 
dru her chare klose to mine, took hold of me hand, look’d at me with the 
luving ise, and, smiling, sed, ‘‘ Joshua, me bruther, not all the Bekkons- 
feelds in the warld, and thare’s a lot of ’em, kan ever kontrive to kum 
between sensibul souls like yours and mine; but, if you beleeve me, I’m 
sick of the subjekt; we've harp’d on the string till it’s thin and reedy, 
and everybody's tired, and I propose that thare’s anuther song and a 
sweeter tune. I kant desend to the depths no more, and risk the kumfort 
of me life for the vane pleshur of the publick. The nockshus vaper 
smacks of the void, of dismal nite, and the untimely deth. So let us seek 
the regon of the sun, and see what thare is thare. Let us take a draft of 
the delishus morning, and help the yerning soul.’’ ‘ Yes,"’ I sed, “that’s 
all very well, but I'm impashunt for the final discushon. Anser me this 
questynn with the serching abilite of the rase:—'On what prinsipul of 
moral fitness, or even on the expedeency of things, do you akkount for the 
soshial and politikal elevashun of the Erl of Bekkonsfeeld?’” She 
seemed to stand bak for a sekkund or so, as if to surva the site, 
and then, ‘Me deer bruther,"”’ she sed, very solid, “grate issuse 
is involv’d in that questyun. It shall be ansurd in the proper 
kee, and the note will be took from your sister Matilda.” I re- 
marked, just to gentlee check the vane, ‘that there was danger in the 
way,"’ when she began to step out most tremendus. ‘‘ Now, Joshua,” she 
exklamed, ‘we're going throo a kureus kuntry; but you kan have the 
kalmness of an intelligent konfidens. I'm familear with the way, and kan 
trak the kloven hoof quite kleer in the dark; you may trust in the 
sekuretee of absolute safete. Give me all me hed, and let me go.’ Me 
sister's blu in the blood, and tender in the mouth, and sertanle, thinks I, 
she shall go whare she likes at avy speed; and, in the meentime, I'll 
smoke the pipe of Paddy, spred out me tose to the kumfort of the fire, and 
open both eers to the konkluding diskors of me sister Matilda. She began 
with the profound simplisete of the poit : 








** All are architects of Fate, 
Working in these walls of Time ; 
Some with massive deeds and great, 
Some with ornaments of rhyme.” 
“* Yes,” she proceeded, ‘‘ all are arketekts of fate; the meenest creechur, 
is hard at wurk with the man that is mitey: 
‘ The huge rock in the vale, 
The sand grain by the sea, 
The thunder of the rolling cloud, 
The murmur of the bee.’ 


All are arketekts of fate, and the poit is rite with the walls of time, the 
ornaments of rime, and the massiv deeds; but with non of these things, 
unforchunatelee, have we nowto do. The deeds of the Erl of Bekkonsfeeld 
may sum of them be massiv; this we do not deni; but whare is the man 
that kan tell which of them is grate? And his ornamentul rimes ware 
not made to linger long in the musikal memore. He was not born big 
enuff to rite his name abuv the croud, for the uplifted ise of an aspiring 
peeple. O, no, the man that rites an imperishable name on the walls of 
time kan only do it with the iurn pen of the disinterested geneus ; and then, 
me bruther, it is garded by the jellus sentinel of a nashun’s liberte, and it 
stands deeply graved on the enduring rok for ever.” Here me sister 
paused for a moment, and I took okkashun to admire the sentiment, at 
the same time I sed “ that a few fakts wud be of servis for the proper 
konklushon.” “ Yes,” she replide, ‘‘ we shall kum to the faks biand bi.” 
She kontinude, “No bard that is a bruther will ever sing the prases of 
Bekkonsfeeld.” ‘‘ Well,’’ I interposed, “ if they did, he wudn’t be thare 
to heer.” ‘ No kuming historian,” she sed, ‘‘ of the man or the time will 
do injustis to his memory, if he speeks in the spirit of Junius, and direkts 
a publick i to the paneful fakt, that such karakters as these kan only avoid 
senshure when they eskape observashun.” ‘ Now, Matilda,” I sed, 
“that’s too strong, and it’s too general, Kum to the point, kum to the 
point, and be partikular. How about the proud posishun? He’s up abuv, 
and you must akkount for that.” ‘ Yes,” she replide, ‘that is the 
kernel of the nut we intend to krak, and the shell of a bad nut, like the 
shell of a bad egg, is very deceptiv to the indevidual that has no immediate 
intenshun of going inside.” ‘ Well, I sed, “go inside, Matilda.” ‘ Giv,” 
she kontinude, “‘ to the man that is hungry and a shade delikate in the 
stummak, an egg for his brekfast that has dun duty in menny a dirty nest, 
and I'll venchur, if he has got the nose of the aristokrat very positiv, it 
shall presently turn up decidle pleblean.”” I was about to interrupt her 
here, but she shook her hed rather sayage, and went on: ‘‘ This man 
Bekkonsfeeld is a Jew, departed from the faith of his fathers; and if his 
fathers’ faith was not good enuff, no man kan blame him for that who has 
respekt to sinserity of konvickshun. I menshun the fakt to sho that when he 
went into the House of Commons, the mere sirkumstans of being a Christian 
Jew wud make him konspikuous. At all events, it plased him on a pekulear 
platform, whare he was very much observed. Then he had a tong, 
that mite have been a tressur; and he knud talk. And at that 
time, as is the kase now, and most likely ever will be, a talking 
man, of talent, is a master in the skool of the Konservativ 
party. Men, as a rule, that kan talk to sum purpose, are 
libral and large in the hart, and Bekkonsfeeld kud see with his little 
to bisness, for he’s a grate deeler in smallwares, that if he made himself 
the spokesman of a party that was poor in every thing but welth, it wud 
be the paying game for him. And the sate metallick prospekt unfolds 
itself to-da before the ambishun of the merely talented creechur who will 
neel doun in the mire and the dust and do as Benjam Disraeli did. But, 
happily, the talents in most kases are klothed in a purite of prinsipul, that 
is at onse thare salvashun, and the sekurite of the State. Well, what dus 
he do? He opens his mouth wide in the House of Commons, and shouts 
throo the listning eers of the land that his ames and objects are for the 
peeple, and that he has a large and a libral soul. ‘Chare is magikal 
musick in the voyee. And when the Torysof the da diskover the kom- 
manding geneus they say to themselves very emfattick, This is our orakul 
and profit if he will only kum ; thay kud detekt the holloness within, or 
thay wud never have venchurd to konklude that he kud ever be on thare 
side. So thay koddled him, and bought his birthright, and the mess 
that Benjamin made that da has been a kruel kurse to the kuntry 
eyer sinse. Yes, thay koddled him then, Joshua, and thay 
koddle him now; but thay would just as soon kik him if thay 
kud only be assured that in kiking him he was the only party that 
wud be hurt.” Thinks I, me sister, youv had a long spell, but youv not 
took the talent out of the man. With that, I sed, “Many of your 
observashuns is true, Matilda, but everything in the man implise talent 
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with the spirits of indomitabul perseveranse.” ‘‘ Yes, it dus,” she replide, 
“and if he’d not been a man of talent we shud not have been specking 
about him to-nite. The questyun is not whether the Erl of Bekkons- 
feeld is a man of talents, but whare are thay, and what has he dun with 
them in the kors of alonglife. Have thay been lade luvingly and with meet 
revrunce on the glorious altar of England’s fame as a grateful tribute 
for so rich a gift, or have thay been basely abused for the paltry purposes 
of personal pride. We kan fancy such a man, of set determinashun, 
saying to himself, ‘I feel that I have grate talents and menny of them; 
thou meself art very deer to me, and I dedikate them all to thee; for thy 
cervis, and for thy servis alone, I will be seen and herd of men; and if 
fame and forchun shud follo me venchrus flite, thare kombined glories 
shall illumenate the destinees of Disraeli.’ He has sord to the summit of 
erthly sorro, and only makes darkness visible bi the lonele splendur of the 
baleful star.” “But,” sed I, “‘thare is too opinyuns about that, Matilda.” 
‘‘No,” she kontinude, ‘‘ we will not have it so. In justis to the darling 
sons of the soil, we will not have it so. Itis ours to give to grateness its 
proper meed of prase :— 
‘ Yea, let all good things await 
Him who cares not to be great, 
But as he saves or serves the State.’ 
But he must serv the State, Joshua, and in serving the State he must not 
think of serving himself. Tru grateness is the ame and glory of the 
patreot statesman, who leavs it may be the level of the land to fix a 
stedfast and determined i on the mountans of fame ; but who in a pash- 
unate luv of the peeple never forget in any rising step the sakred promptings 
of the disinterested soul; who points throo all paths of perplexity with an 
unerring and unmistakeabul finger of flame, not to the vulgar and fleeting 
fancis of a vane and valuless ambishun, but to the enduring prospekt of a 
nashun’s noble name.” “ Ah,’ sed I, ‘* Matilda, that willdo. You think, 
I suppose, that willdo. You fancy youv prick’d the bladder.” ‘ Yes,” 
she replide, and I shall prick other bladders bi and bi. In the meentime, 
me bruther, send a faithful report of these things to the ‘skittish’ 
Jackdaw.”’ 





MY LORDS AND GENTLEMEN. 


CINCE more, my Lords and Commons dear, 
ri You're summoned all together ; 
“SY The sky is looking far from clear 
And threatens stormy weather. 


Our skilful pilot now at length 
The ship of State has guided 

Full on War’s rocks, o’er which before 
Her keel had barely glided. 


And now against her sturdy ribs 
We see the breakers leaping, 
Beneath whose bloody, hissing foam, 
Lie mangled myriads sleeping. 
Then loud he calls the crew on deck 
To aid in active measures, 
To lift the ship by throwing o’er 
Their children and their treasures. 
One little scrape! he gaily eries, 
Then safe in harbour gliding, 
In stately and majestic calm 
Behold the vessel riding. 
One little scrape! mid piercing cold, 
And mountain gorge terrific, 
Whose fleshless bones shall bleach to make 
A frontier scientific. 


And still by hollow visions fed 
Of prestige, vain illusion ! 

In reckless haste the path we tread 
That leads us to confusion. 


For the shrill blast of empty Fame, 
Ended scarce ere beginning ; 

And glory, hid behind whose mask, 
Grim, bony death is grinning. 

Thus fiercely men each other slay— 
These lures their minds befooling, 

That sovereigns and statesmen may 
Still boast the world they’re ruling. 


Can you guess? Someone has sent us the following conundrum :—Why 
is the ‘ Land Question” like an important part of the City Jackdaw? 








“NEREIDS OR DRYADS, AS THE FASHION LEADS.” 


IVERPOOL is a good art centre. Local painters prefer to exhibit in 
the autumn exhibition in that town rather than |in ; Manchester, 
because there is at Liverpool a more appreciative art public. But 

Mrs. Grundy has been terribly flustered because a picture of Mr. Alma 
Todema’s has been on exhibition in the rooms. A good deal of cant has 
been let loose upon the matter, and the ‘‘ proudest ’’ people have been 
looking at the picture from behind their fans. The picture is a very fine 
study of the nude, hung in line on the walls of one of the principal rooms. 
The art critic of the Manchester Guardian could not see the picture 
when he visited the exhibition, for in his notice of the Liverpool Exhibi- 
tion he ignores the presence of the picture altogether. The art critic of the 
Liverpool Mercury spends a large portion of the space at his disposal in 
condemning the presence of the artist's work in the exhibition. The 
exhibition of the nude figure is always attractive, and, providing the figure 
does not offend against the canons of good taste, there can be no higher 
subject for the painter’s brush than ‘the human form divine.” The 
distorted limbs and wonderful make-ups of some of the “ harmonies" 
presented to us in our picture galleries is a sufficient indication that the 
painters do not know a human body when they see it, and it is only by a 
happy accident when they are preparing a figure if they hit upon a correct 
anatomical delineation. The half-draped figure in painting is much more 
open to objection than is the pure nude, There are figures at Liverpool which 
could be selected of a very objectionable kind, but Mrs, Grundy is only, 
after all, ‘‘ parcel blind,” and does not heed them if they are covered, 
though it be only with “an Indian ganze” or a fig leaf. The robust soul, 
with unsuspecting virtue, looks upon the “lively effigy” with prohibited 
pleasure, but the morbidly virtuous, who is not quite sure of his own 
virtue, transfers from his morbidly prurient soul all the evil of his own 
nature to the object he looks at, and, forgetting that “to the pure all 
things are pure,” condemns in his lofty pharisaical vein the innocent 
cause of pleasure to others, because it stirs up the corruption of his own 
vile nature. 





THE THEATRES. 
GNA Iss BATEMAN’S appearance at the Theatre Royal this week has 


iM. been to her numerous admirers a most welcome occnrrence. During 
~ "her present visit she has given us an English version of Paolo Gia- 
cometti’s historical play Elizabeth, written by him for Madame Ristori. 
A foretaste of this drama was given by Madame Ristori on her benefit 
night, during her visit to Manchester in 1878, when she recited one act 
from Elizabeth. Sig. Giacometti’s view of the character of “‘ Elizabeth ”’ 
agrees pretty closely with that which history has handed down to us, but 
his treatment of events is remarkable for its freedom. He has carefully 
eliminated nearly all the truly dramatic incidents in the career of “ Eliza- 
beth,” whose reign presents to us probably the most theatrical spectacle 
to be found in English history, and has introduced others which certainly 
add to the strength of the plot, but have no foundation in historical fact. 
The result is that a good play has been produced, but unquestionably a 
far better one might have been created out of the wealth of material which 
the author had at his command. Miss Bateman’s “ Elizabeth” is charac. 
terised by that thorough realisation of the character, that sustained strength 
of declamation, and that artistic finish for which she is so justly famous, 
yet the play does not do fall justice to her, neither does she, in the last 
act, do justice to the play. Her acting in the death scene is scarcely 
above mediocrity. Mr. E.H. Brooke’s representation of the “ Earl of 
Essex ” is excellent acting, and nothing seems lacking to him except, 
perhaps, a little moderation and finesse. The rest of the parts were well 
supported; Mr. E. Lyons as “‘ Davison" playing his small part capitally. 
The play was remarkably well mounted, and was followed with evident 
interest by the audience, on whom the spectacle of a woman occupying 
the throne of England, and grasping at and even attaining almost absolute 
power, seemed to tell with immense force, in illustration of our present 
“ Imperial” position. The drama was succeeded by Tom Morton's 
comedy, A Roland for an Oliver, which, though old, seemed thoroughly 
fresh and enjoyable to the audience. 





A ‘ personal” advertisement ina French journal reads thus :—“ Eliza, 
you can safely return home. The boil on my nose is gone.” 

Waen Sheridan was asked at an amateur play which performer he liked 
best, he replied, ‘‘ The prompter ; for I saw less and heard more of him 
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; CAWS OF THE WEEK, 


OTWITHSTANDING the abuse lavished by the Tories on the Rev. 
N Paxton Hood on account of his admirable discourse of last Sunday 
week, we are glad to know that it set one of them, and he a luminary 

of no small magnitude, thinking about the real meaning of the policy 
which he has hitherto so energetically, so frantically, one might almost 
say, supported. And Dr. Peter Royle—for it is ‘no less a person now in 
question—appears to have thought so much about the sermon that he 
could not refrain from attending Cavendish Street Chapel last Sunday to 
hear the sequel. Those who knew him must have been rather surprised 
to see Dr. Royle at the Cavendish Street Chapel, of all places in the world, 
but the surprise would be a very agreeable one. If even Dr. Royle is 
willing to hear reason, what need is there to despair of the rest of the 
party? We shall wait with much curiosity for the doctor’s next political 
oration. Who knows but it may be delivered at a meeting of the Liberal 

association ? 





‘1 can’? drink liquor,” said Bob; ‘it goes right to my head.” ‘ Well,” 
said Bob’s friend, ‘‘ where could it go with less danger of being crowded ?” 





Bisnor Fraser used to say it seemed as if a certain class of papers in this 
city could scarcely exist without him, and I am bound to admit that the 
City Jackdaw finds him very useful. The note I am thus prefacing is, 
however, not strictly my own. It was suggested to me by a lady who 
went to St. Barnabus School Church one Sunday morning lately to hear 
the Bishop, and who, after listening to a sermon which occupied sixty-five 
minutes in delivery, has been impressed with no other idea than this—-the 
Bishop's lawn sleeves looked as if they wanted washing. If the remark 
did not come from a lady I should say it was a very rude one, and I only 
reproduce it because I think it was unjust, and that other people may 
have received the like erroneous impression. The sleeves, it is true, were 
not fresh from the laundress, and they suffered by contrast with the 
purity of the surplices of the choir, who, in honour of the visit of the 
diocesan, were, of course, arrayed in spotless linen; but my idea is that 
the Bishop's lawn simply wanted sizing afresh, or starching as he would 
prefer to call it, and I was confirmed in this impression when I saw him 
after the service trudging over the Suspension Bridge at Lower Broughton 
on his way home, with his robes crushed up in that blue lawyer-like bag 
of his, which, in bis generous desire to avoid giving trouble to anyone, he 
always carries himself on a Sunday when he is within walking distance of 
his house. Itis obvious that such delicate things as lawn sleeves must 
suffer from being stuffed into a small bag and dangled from the hand in a 
two-mile walk. If my lady friend will subject her curtains to this process 
she will, I doubt not, be ready to make some allowance for his Lordship’s 
sleeves. 


” 


“ Grve me a snuff, please.” That is what a vulgar, ordinary individual 
would say if he desired to have a snuff witha friend. A gentlemanly, 
extraordinary personage, on the other hand, would make the request in 
this formidable fashion :—‘t Permit me to insert the summit of my digits 
into thy pulverizing box for the benefit of my olefactory nerves.” The 
latter is the Daily Telegraph's style. For some time it took to plain 
English, or nearly so; but, in describing St. Martin’s summer in Paris, 
it speaks of an unexpectedly fine day as an “ exceptional surcease of 
climatic asperity.” 





As already mentioned by me, the London Lxaminer has gone over to the 
enemy. A London correspondent writes as follows :—‘ Of all the changes 
which the Examiner has seen, the last is surely the most surprising. On 
opening the paper the other morning I noticed that the look of it was 
somewhat strange, but I thought this might possibly be owing to a freak 
of the printer. But I found that I was in the midst of pure and absolute 
Jingoism and Russophobia. I began to doubt my senses, not having 
heard of any alteration, but a few hours afterwards I was told that the 
paper had changed hands, and that the journal of Fonblanque and Leigh 
Hunt had become the property of a speculative Jew, all the old staff 
having left. I do not think that Lord Rosebery ought to have served his 
subscribers this trick. I object, having paid in advance, to be handed 
over, body aud soul, to a Jingo, without my consent. Nor do I think that 
his lordship ought to have permitted a newspaper with such an honoured 
name to fall into the hands of a man who will use it for teaching doctrines 
the exact opposite of all its traditions.” 





A FELT WANT. 


(TO THE EDITOR OF THE “‘ CITY JACKDAW.”’] 


we) 
FAEAR SIR,—I have been hoping that someone would adopt your 
ea admirable suggestion, and start a “ Liberal evening paper,” but as 

yet, no one seems inclined to do so. It isa great pity that the 
numbers of Liberals who live in Manchester and Salford are obliged to 
subscribe to either an acknowledged Tory paper, or to one that does not 
know its own politics, if they wish to learn the latest intelligence. I am 
sure that thousands would gladly support a paper which would advocate 
the principles of progress and reform, which are so dear to the vast 
majority of the people. I hope, sir, you will push the matter forward, 
and then-we may soon see our desires an accomplished fact. 

Yours, &c., H. B. 


DEBT AND DOUBT. 


[TO THE EDITOR OF THE “CITY JACKDAW.”] 


EAR SIR,—Being very much in the habit of following the footsteps 
of the late lamented Edgar Allan Poe, of eccentric literary celebrity, 
I was yesterday indulging in my favourite hobby of pondering over 
“Many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore,” 
when I came upon the following passage in The Craftsman of February 
14th, 1747 :—*‘ If there be any such men in the miuistry as would not 
scruple to increase the public debt annually, in the pursuit of such measures 
only as can keep them in power, and only for the sake of improving their 
own fortunes, who would not rejoice to see them dragged to Dover Cliffs, 
and from thence plunged, as from the Tarpeian rock, as a sacrifice to the 
British seas, the empire of which they had long disgraced and injured.” 
Is it possible that there were Beaconsfields in those days, who did not 
hesitate to prostitute both power and prerogative to their own aggrandise- 
ment? It would seemso. And statesmen of that time were alarmed at 
the huge load of national debt which then crippled the energies of the 
nation. One minister made the startling statement that “if ever the 
public debt of this country should, by the reckless extravagance of any 
ministry, reach the sum of one hundred millions, the sponge would have 
to annihilate all, for it was not to be imagined for a single instant that 
the interest on such a burden could be borne by any people in the world.” 
And yet we are now groaning under more than eight times that amount, 
with less prospect of its reduction or chance of its repayment, a certain 
prospect of its large increase, Parliament assembled to vote supplies in 
order to sacrifice an army by privation and the inclemency of an Afghan 
winter, to gratify the whim of an unscrupulous minister; and, to crown 
all, we have actually working men who pretend to believe in that minister, 
and call themselves Tories! Is a Tory working man only another title 
for an imbecile? I pause for a reply.—Yours faithfully, 





Ant1-JInGo. 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
Believing that many doubts might be removed and much useful instruction com- 
municated under this heading, we have, after careful consideration and momentous 
meditation, made up our minds to comply with the claims of our correspondents 
in this respect, and, by begging, borrowing, and , to answer any and every 


question, whether it relates to things on the earth, things above the earth, or 
things beneath the earth. Here goes :— 


“©, W. W.”—We cannot tell; it is a question for a lawyer. 

“X.Y. Z."—Mr. Gladstone has no pension, and never has had one. 

“ Anxious.”—So far as we know, the shares are not quoted in any list. 

“ Rose Cottage.”—The relieving officer will tell you best what can be done. 

“R. W.S.”—A marriage license taken out in one town cannot be used in another. 

“ Sigma.”—The Crimean War cost this country between £80,000,000 and £90,000,000. 

“ Albert Gute document is too indefinite to allow us to give an opinion 
upon it. 


“A. B."—The amount can be recovered by summary process under the County 
Courts Act. 


“ Wollaston.”—Unless the property of the intestate was freehold, the eldest son has 
no claim to the whole. 


“ Sportsman.”—To kill game, whether on his own land or on that of others, a man 
must have a game certificate, 


“W.T. K."—It seems to me a matter of private dispute, which, if need be, can be 
settled by an appeal to the law. 

“ Constant Reader.”—We do not think the clause applies ; the contract or employ- 
ment must be directly with the Council. 

“ Fallings Heath.”—Allen, Larkin, and Gould, the Fenians, were executed for the 
murder of Sergeant Brett, November 28, 1867. 

‘J."—The widow in the case described can only mortgage her life interest, and at 
her death the children would not’be responsible. 








TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Articles intended for insertion must be addressed to the Editor of the City Jackdaw 
61, Spear Street, Manchester, and must bear the name and address of the sender. 
We cannot be responsible for the preservation or return of manuscripts sent to us. 
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COOKE BROTMERS’ 
NEW ROYAL CIRCUS 


HFIPPODROME, 





CHEPSTOW STREET, OXFORD ROAD, 


MANCHESTER, 
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The COOKE BROTHERS, who gained so many Laurels in PETER STREET, Two Years ago, are about to return to 
the scenes of their former Triumphs, with their Acknowledged and par 


ORGANISED CIRCUS COMPANY, 


MAGNIFICENT STUD OF 


THOROUGHLY TRAINED HORSES AND FAIRY-LIKE PONIES, 
GRAND COMBINATION OF BRITISH & FOREIGN ARTISTES, 


A HOST OF MERRY CLOWNS AND JESTERS, 


AND A 


FIRST-CLASS ORCHESTRA, UNDER THE LEADERSHIP OF MR. H. MITCHELL, R.A.M. 








OPENING. NIGHT, 
MONDAY, 2nd DECEMBER, 1878. 
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| purifying the stream of life from all latent disease, how- 
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R. LYNN, in DEFIANCE of the 
ANTIL-VIVISECTION SOCIETY, will take a 
LIVING MAN TO PIECES and Restore him to his 
ORIGINAL BY INSTALMENTS, TU-NIGHT, in the 
Free Trade Hall. Doors open 7-15. Commence at 8. 
Reserved Stalls, S6.; Unreserved, 2s.; Gallery, ls.; Back 
Beats, 64.—Plan at Messrs. FORSYTH BROTHERS. 


R. LYNN.—* SCHNEIDER HOW 
YOU VAS?" by the Artfuland Musical Automata, 
TO-NIGHT. 
MORNING PERFORMANCES every Tuesday and 
Saturday, at Three. Children Half-price, except to the 
Body of the Hall. 
The Manchester Courier of November 26th, says :— 
“Dr. Lynn's Entertainment is positively charming.” 
The Manchester Evaminer and Times, November 26th, 
says :—" Dr. Lyon's Thinkephone is the acme of 
science.” 


1 .R. LYNN will deliver an ORATION 


on the “Sublime and ths 
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Every Tuesday and Saturday, at 3 and 8, until Decem-| 
ber 21st only. 
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Wholesale and Retail, 


60, SWAN STREET, 
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oppovite Smithfield 
Market, 


MANCHESTER. 


VARNISHES, 
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60, SWAN STREET, 


| Three doors from Rochdale Road, and 
opposite Smithfeld Market, 


MANCHESTER. 


Paper Hangings from 2\d. per 12 yards. 
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You should suffer so acutely from any disease 
caused by imp »ure blood when the Universat 
Maaio Punprina ROPS are so justly acknowse lged 
by all ranks of society to stand unrivalle for effect anlly 
ever stagnant, torpid, or impure “4 may be. They give 
brilliancy to the eye; a tosy, heal hue to the face; a 
early whiteness to the tecth; a rr ghtful fragrance to 
he breath; elasticity to the step; a buoyancy to the 
spirits; an edge to the ap 4 gn a clear conception ; 
pure blood; refreshing and exhilarating sleep to the 
debilitated syste m; in fact, they change the most shat- 
tered frame into health, strength, and vigour; whilst 
the mental and ph sical powers under their influence 
are 80 svenathened’ and fortified that all difficulties and 
obstacles are triumphantly met and conquered. Prices: 
4a. 6d., Lls., and 88s. per Case. a ee only by Mesars. 
Witxinson and Co., Medical Baker's Hill, 
Sheffield, and sold by Chemists and Patent Medicine 
Vendors throughout the world; or should the least 
dificulty occur, they will be forwarded per return 


post order by the Proprietors. Established 1880. 
Upwards of Three Hundred Thousand Cases were sold 
last year. 

Important Norice.—All Chemists and Patent 
Medicine Dealera can order through our Wholesale) 
Agents, BURGOYNE, BURBIDGES, & CO., Wholesale! 
and Export D ists, &c., 16, Coleman Street, London ;) 
MATHER, Fa don Road, London, and 84, Corpora- 
tion Street, Manchester ; Evans, Lescher, and Evans, 60 
Bartholomew Close, London; Evans, Sons, and Co., 
66, Hanover Street, Liverpool; and Goodall, Backhouse, 
and Co. eo Leeds. 
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EXHIBITION PRIZE MEDAL, 1862, 
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R. WESTBURY, 
Inventor and Sole Maker of the 
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On Monday, December 9th, 1878) 
A CHEAP EXCURSION, TRAIN TO 


== TONRON, 


By the Midland Railway Company's Route, 
| FOR FIVE DAYS, 
| Will run as under:— 

Manchester (London Road); 9-16 a. a Stalybridge, 
8-40 a.m. ; Boe peg pot ae auigeS 
| 9-88 am.; Hyde, 9-38 a.m y, 9-42 a.m. ; 
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| IPHE DINNER SHERRY. 
248. PER DOZEN. 


The season of the year having arrived 
when light wines, so agreeable in warmer 
weather, give ~ Fey to those of a more 

enerous character, we beg to draw atten- 
ion to the above wine. For years we have 
given ate attention to keep up and im- 
prove its quality, and to those who require 
a delicate, clean-flavoured Sherry, free 
from spirit, we submit it wiih confidence, 
ee as comparison with wine usually sold 


A considerable saving can be made taking 
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JAMES SMITH & COMPANY, 


WINE MERCHANTS, 


26, MARKET STREET, 
MANCHESTER. 


Liverpool: 9, Lord Street. 
Birmingham: 28, High Street. 
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| JOSEPH KERSHAW & CO., 
| Manufacturers of Cotton Mill Gearing Woollen 
| Mill Gearing Grease, Locomotive Grease, Rope 
| + ser Hot sy Cold Neck Grease, Water-wheel Grease, 
Elastic, Red, and other Coloured Varnishes : 
| Diamond Engine Polish and Bolton Polish. 
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| Our steam-prepared Non-conducting Composition or 
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Great Reduction in Sewing Machines 4 tte iading x 


HN HOLROYD’'S, ! and 161, Great Jackson Street, Hume. 
Machines k in Stock, and may be had for Oasx or on 
y Terms from 2/6 per week. Instruction Free. 
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